Siam
but which I allowed to subsist as a place of
memory.   The poor things, which once so filled
my mind with thoughts of distant countries,
are withering and crumbling in their little glass
cases, like mummies neglected in their hypogeum.
There is a faded odour of camphor, of stuffed
birds, an indefinable savour of mortality, and
it is sad here, this evening, unspeakably.    I
open the window. . . . But it seems to me
that everything becomes more mournful still
when I let in the rays  of the sun of this
October evening.   And, seel a wasp has entered
at the same time. ... I remember how in
the old days many a wasp used to enter thus,
for the little room opens on to the gardens,
on to the old country gardens, the walls of
which   are  tapestried  with   vines  and rose-
trees.
I think of it suddenly, that out-of-date copy
of a colonial review  containing the pictures
which were the first to reveal to me the ruins
of Angkor!   It should still be there, behind
that curtain.   How is it that it did not occur
to me to look for it on my return from Asial
I try to find it now in this recess, where the
dust lies thick like an impalpable ash.
It was certainly decisive, the influence this
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